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THE HISTORY OF A STRANGE CASE.
A STUDY IN OCCULTISM.
BY DAVID P. ABBOTT.
IS Spiritualism all deception and illusion? Is there no grain of
truth to be found under the great mass of fraud and trickery
with which a vast army of charlatans have disgraced it? Are the
efforts of the Society for Psychical Research to prove fruitless?
When all of the fraud and deception is cleared away, will nothing
remain ? These questions I have been asked time and again. What
will the answer be?
Do no whisperings of hope from the great beyond ever echo
down the infinite corridors of darkness? Will the pale vanished
faces of our loved ones, that haunt the shadowy mists of memory,
ever again stand before us in the bright sunlight of day? Will we
ever again hear the dear voices that have long been stilled? Must
we, with tottering steps supported only by blind faith, go down the
hillside of life into the infinite darkness of the eternal valley? Is
there no turning aside^no escape? Must we face the inevitable
annihilation of the unity of self? When science lifts her torch and
peers into the surrounding darkness, is there no gleam of hope to
be seen? Will a new dawn ever break, with its countless songs of
gladness bursting from the throats of the twittering love-birds of
joy? Oh, beautiful Nature, how thy children adore thee! Oh,
infinite Power, that animates and directs the great All, wdiy this
insatiable longing for immortality in the hearts of thy children
!
I have been asked again and again, if, in all of my investigations,
I have found nothing that I could not explain : if all has been per-
fectly simple and commonplace as soon as I witnessed it : if all of the
mystery and romance disappear upon investigation. I have finally
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removed certain difficiiltics to publication, and shall now give to the
public an account of the most remarkable case that it has ever been
niv fortune to investigate, .\mong all the cases of my investiga-
tion, it stands unique and alone, entirely in a class by itself ; still to
a certain extent shrouded in mystery, with some features which I
have not yet thoroughly explained satisfactorily to myself. The
memory of this remarkable experience, and the weird and dramatic
effect of what on the surface appeared to be the voices of the dead
talking to me and exhibiting an intimate knowledge of my family
history, will remain with me through life.
II.
On March 7, 1906, the carrier left at my door a letter that was
destined to disturb my peace of mind, and to furnish me much
material for thought for some time to come. Shortly before this I
had published in The Open Court an article entitled, "Some Me-
diumistic Phenomena." I had vaguely wondered if this would not
indirectly bring to my notice some accounts of strange phenomena
from remote places in the world. Such was this missive.
This letter was written by a gentleman in New Haven, Con-
necticut; and in it he described a strange case that he had wit-
nessed in a remote" village one year before. The writer, Mr. E. A.
Parsons, was unknown to me ; but he introduced himself as a
magician. He stated that having read my article and noted my
knowledge of trickery, he desired to lay this case before me, in the
hope that I might be able to explain it. I here quote from his
letters
:
"I will describe an experience which I had with an elderly lady
in a little town in Ohio last year. She uses two tin horns or trum-
pets, each fourteen inches long, and two and one-half inches in
diameter at the large ends, tapering to one inch at the smaller ends.
The large end or bell of one horn is so made as to slip tightly into
the large end of the other. On the smaller or outer ends of this
double trumpet arc soldered saucer-shaped pieces large enough to
cover a person's ear. The trumpet is emi)ty and can be examined
by any one.
"Her "t'cry marvelous power is this: The sitter takes one end
of this trumpet and places it to his ear, while" the lady docs the same
with the other end, placing it to her ear. At once the sitter plainly
hears whispers in the trumpet. These purport to be the voices of
the spirits of his dead friends and relatives. They reply to any
questions which he speaks out loud. During this time the lady's
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mouth and lips are tightly closed, and she makes no motions of the
throat or lips. She will, instead of holding the trumpet to her ear,
hold her palm against it ; or allow him to place one end of it against
her back. She will, if preferred, permit two spectators to each hold
an end, she merely touching the center with her fingers. In either
event one hears the whispering just the same. Now this is done in
broad daylight, anywhere, even out of doors. I investigated this
phenomenon seven hours altogether, giving it every possible test,
but could obtain no clue to it. I found that it was not ventriloquism,
as the voices were really in the trumpet ; besides, ventriloquists can
not speak in whispers. I proved beyond question (as have many
others) that the voices were really in the trumpet.
"The information which I received from the whispers was
correct in every case. I had never seen the lady before, nor had
I been in Ohio previously. Now the production of intelligent lan-
guage inside this trumpet in daylight, three or four feet away from
the medium, I regard as more wonderful than anything I have ever
known. I now have the trumpet, having purchased it. Can you
tell me how the whispered words were produced?"
In a subsequent letter he said : "The description I gave you
was not overdrawn in any way. The lady is the wife of an humble
farmer and resides in an obscure country village. She has resided
there all of her life and has reared a large family of children. She
has never been over twenty miles from her home and has but little
education. She is, however, very intelligent. She gave her sittings
for a long time free of charge, and later began charging ten cents.
She now charges one dollar, but does not insist on anything.
"She can use a glass lamp chimney or any closed receptacle in place
of the trumpet ; and I have heard the voices just as plainly coming
out of the sound hole of a guitar that lay upon the table. The guitar
has also played in my presence, independently, but faintly. There
was no music box in it, as is generally the case. She has also caused
music to sound in the trumpet, and raps to sound on the outside of it.
"Three of my most intimate friends have seen her several times.
Two of them were with me at my investigation. I have known of
this lady for six years ; and finally, having heard so much about her,
I journeyed six hundred miles to see her in January, 1905. The lady
was at many times talking with persons in the room at the same
time that I was listening to the voices. I noted this with great care.
Sometimes two different voices would whisper at the same time, as
if one were trying to get ahead of the other.
"Of course we know how mediums usually gather information,
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but this lady had no means of knowing anything about me ; and yet
the voices told me. correctly, many things of my own ])rivate life.
Among those who talked with me were my mother, my daughter
(dead twenty-two years), and my grandfather. My daughter told
me where I lived, what kind of a house I lived in, what her living
brother was doing, where she was buried, etc. .'\n old music teacher
of mine, of whom I had not thought for ten years, announced him-
self and said that he would like to play for me. Then I actually
heard faint l)ut distinct sounds of piano-playing in the trumpet, and
my friends in the room also heard it. The sounds were like they
would be if one were listening to a piano over a telephone. My
father and my father-in-law spoke to me ; as did also an uncle of
whom I had no knowledge, but whose existence I afterwards veri-
fied. My mother gave her own name completely, but failed to give
my middle name. She gave it as 'Albert,' when in reality it is
'Augustus.'
"At one time I heard an ojicn voice in the trumpet for a moment.
I also listened at her mouth and throat when voices were speaking,
but could detect no sounds. I found the positions of the voices in
the trumpet would vary, sounding at one time nearer to one end,
and at another nearer to the other end. I had noticed the varying
strength of the voices, and the lady told me of this change of posi-
tion. I verified it by listening outside the trumpet when others
held it, and found the voices to vary one foot and a half in location.
/ was particularly impressed zvith the openness of the lady, and with
her perfect ivillingncss for me to test her poivers in any manner
that I desired. She afforded me every opportunity to make such
tests, giving me scvoi or eight hours of her time. I suppose this
thing to be a trick ; but with over forty years study of magic, and
with the acquaintance of all the great magicians, I was entirely
unable to even surmise how it could be done. It is either a trick
or it is the work of His Satanic Majesty.
"Now I believe 1 have discovered a medium as good as Home,
and I hesitate about making public her name and address. You
understand, any medium possessing this secret would think his for-
tune made. I am no medium, but I certainly want the secret. If
this prove to be a trick. I do not want its secret given to the world,
but desire to keep it for private use. If you see fit to sign a con-
tract binding }-oursclf to resjiect this desire, and not to reveal the
secret of the performance without my consent. I will be pleased to
furnish you the name and address of the ladw 1 shall expect you
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to give me the fullest results of any investigations which \ou may
make."
On receipt of this letter I immediately signed and returned the
required agreement to Mr. Parsons. I received in return the cov-
eted information. Being now at liberty to reveal all of the details,
I shall state that the lady is Mrs. Elizabeth Blake, of Braderick,
Ohio. This is a little village of a few houses, on the banks of the
Ohio, just across the river, north, from Huntington, West Virginia.
The place is reached from Huntington, most directly, by a row-boat
ferry.
After receiving this information, I decided to try to learn from
other sources if the case were really as described by Mr. Parsons.
About this time I learned that the latter gentleman is well known
in the world of magic under the nom de plume of "Henry Hardin,"
and that he is a dealer in magician's secrets. Had I received this
account from other sources. I should have given it but little credence,
inasmuch as I have investigated so many other cases, and have in-
variably found nothing but trickery. But here was a strange report
from a man versed in the arts of trickery ; an expert himself, and one
not easily deceived. Surely, this, at least, w'arranted investigation.
I had always been very skeptical, never believing in spirit com-
munion, telepathy, clairvoyance, or anything of the kind ; and as to
physical phenomena, I had found everything very commonplace and
devoid of mystery when I had an opportunity to see it myself. I
could not help wondering and pondering; and asking myself if,
after all, it were possible for a being to exist on this earth with any
powers out of the ordinary ; or with any faculty not common to
the rest of the race. Decidedly, I could not believe such a thing
possible, and yet, how could an expert magician be deceived with
such a thing ? I felt greatly puzzled ; and although I had no faith
in spirit communion, decided to investigate further.
I wrote a letter to the professor of science in the schools at
Huntington, telling him that I knew of a strange case of psychic
phenomena in his vicinity, and proposing to engage him to investi-
gate it for me. I was a member of the Society for Psychical Re-
search and I offered to furnish him with proper credentials, etc.
I enclosed a stamped envelope, but he did not even condescend to
replv. Next, I wrote directly to Mrs. Blake, and invited her to
visit my home. I told her I was a business man of Omaha, and
offered to furnish references as to my standing. I also offered to
defray all expenses of her journey.
Mrs. Blake did not reply in person ; but I received a letter
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from a gentleman of very high standing, whom I shall call Dr. X
—
,
as he docs not desire me to use his name. This gentleman hap-
pened to be her physician. He informed me that Mrs. Blake had
fallen from her chair at some previous time, rupturing the ligaments
of her ankle ; that this had resulted in blood poisoning and had left
her crippled ; that since that time she was compelled to go about
on crutches ; that inaction frequently resulted in attacks of acute
indigestion ; and that she was thus in such a state of health as to
prevent her making any journey. lie thanked me in her name for
the invitation.
Now, this gentleman seemed to be accommodating ; so I took the
liberty of again writing him, asking for a report from him on the
powers of his patient ; for his own opinion of the case, etc. This he
kindly gave me ; and this was followed by several letters, going into
great detail of what he considered the most important case in the
world.
His report corroborated all that Mr. Parsons had written me
;
but I noticed that he attached greater importance to the information
given by the voices, than he did to the phenomenon of the voices
themselves. This was just the reverse of the estimate of the case
formed by Mr. Parsons, for the latter regarded the phenomenon of
the voices as the greater mystery.
Dr. X— stated that at his first sitting he was completely
"taken off his feet, so to speak," and considered spirit communion
as proven ; but that upon subsequent occasions, he was sorry to
state things, had occurred to lessen this belief. He related many
marvelous incidents of conversation with the voices, and stated
that he had taken many friends to the lady under assumed names
yet he had never failed to hear the voices call these persons by their
right names, etc. He also stated that the information furnished by
Mrs. Blake's voices at times had seemed so marvelous that he had
seriously contemplated referring her case to the Society for Psy-
chical Research, in order that he might have an authoritative
statement with regard to what her powers really consisted of. I
quote a few extracts from many in his letters
:
"Twenty-two years ago this summer, my father took me to
Virginia for the purpose of entering me in college. I was an only
child, had not been away from home a great deal, and was quite
young; therefore he accompanied me to Blacksburg, Virginia, in-
troduced me to the president of the school, and otherwise assisted
me in getting started. It was a military school, and every new-comer
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was called a 'rat/ and this was yelled at him by the older students
in chorus until it grated upon his nerves to a considerable extent.
"As my father and myself walked up towards the college
buildings over the broad campus, the word 'rat' was yelled at us
with depressing distinctness. We went across the campus and on
beyond to a large grove of virgin forest, where we sat down upon
a large log; and here my father gave me some paternal advice.
He was going to leave the next morning and I felt very sad and
lonely ; and it was with great difficulty that I kept back the tears
that in spite of myself would now and then trickle down my cheeks.
At all of this my father laughed and said that I would be all right
in a few days.
"When conversing through Mrs. Blake's trumpet with the
supposed voice of my father, the following conversation with the
voice occurred. I had previously written out the questions and I
have since added the answers of the voice
:
"
'Do you remember the time you took me oft* to college ?' I
asked.
"
'Yes, as distinctly as if it had been yesterday,' the voice re-
plied.
"
'When we walked towards the buildings, what was said to
me by some of the students?'
"
'They yelled "Rat" at you.'
"
'Spell that word,' I requested, as I desired no misunderstand-
ing.
"
'R—a—t,' spelled the voice.
"
'Where did we go after leaving the campus and college build-
ings?' I next asked.
"
'We w^ent to a large grove near the college buildings and sat
down upon a hickory log,' responded the voice.
"
'What did I do and say while sitting on this log?'
"
'You cried because I was going to leave you and go home,'
answered the voice. All of this was wonderfully accurate, but I
do not know whether or not the log was hickory."
In another letter he says: "On one occasion a voice supposed
to be my grandfather's talked with me, and I asked it what had
caused him to depart this life. Just previous to asking this question
the voice had been full and strong; but upon asking it the voice
became indistinct, and I concluded that my question had 'put the
lady out of business.' To my surprise, in a few minutes my
grandfather commenced to talk again ; and I reminded him that he
had not answered my question. He replied by saying that I knew
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perfectly well what liad caused liiiu to depart this hfe, and tliat it
was not necessary to ask such unimportant questions.
"I repHed by stating^ that I wanted the question answered, in
order that I might be convinced as to his identity ; and also to know-
that he had sufficient consciousness and intelligence to reply. He
then stated that the immediate cause of his death was a fracture oi
the skull.
"'How ditl this hajjpen?' I asked.
"
'By falling down a stairway,' answered the voice.
"
'In what town and house did this occur?'
"
'In Galliopolis, Ohio, in my son's home,' again responded the
voice. All of this was correct.
"I next asked my grandfather's voice if he remembered what
he used to entertain me with when I was a child. He replied that
he did ; and that he had made little boats for me, and had floated
them in a tub of water. I asked how old I was when this took place,
and he replied that I was five years old. This was correct, and had
occurred some thirty-four years ago."
Again Dr. X— says, "In addition to her daylight work, Mrs.
Blake gives dark seances. At these, the voice of her dead son Abe
usually opens the meeting with prayer, and some hymns are sung
by all present. During this time, numerous little blue lights flit
about the room ; the guitar is frequently floated over our heads, etc.
.After this, voices speak up in various parts of the room ana ad-
dress those present. I attended one of those night meetmgs re-
cently.
"In addition to others present, I took with me Clara Mathers
Bee, who had formerly been my stenographer, but whom I had not
seen for five years. She was a total stranger to the others present,
and resides at a remote point in the interior of the state. Mrs.
Ijlake does not keep in touch with the whole state of West \^irginia,
and knew nothing of this laily.
"Mrs. Bee had recently lost a }oung lady cousin, and was very
anxious to communicate with her. She even went so far in her in-
experience as to call for this relative on several occasions, giving
her name in full. This, however, brought no results, although Mrs.
Blake could have made use of the knowledge thus acquired. I*"inally,
during an attempt to communicate with this relative, a child's voice
spoke and said, 'I want to talk to my Aunty Clara.' It was some
time before any one iinswered and no one seemed to understand for
whom this was intended. Presently Mrs. Bee said, 'Do you want
to talk to me?'
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"
'Yes, you are my Annt\' Clara,' the voice replied.
"
'What is your uame ?' asked Mrs. Bee.
"
'My name is Stinson Bee,' answered the voice.
" 'How long has it been since you died ?'
"
'Six months.'
"
'What caused you to leave this life?'
"
'I was burned to death ; and I want you to tell my papa that
I want to talk to him,' responded the voice.
"In explanation I will state that Stinson Bee, who was a nephew
of Mrs. Bee's husband, was burned to death six months before the
time of this sitting. Mrs. Blake could not have known anything of
this, as it happened in a remote part of the interior of the state
;
and as intimate as I am with the family, I did not know of it.
"Just at this point my father's voice broke into the conversa-
tion and said, 'How do you do, Clara?'
"
'Do you know who this is that you arc talking to?' I asked.
"
'Yes, it is Clara Bee,' responded the voice.
"
'That is correct, but what was her name before she was mar-
ried?' I asked.
"'Don't you think I know Clara Mathers?' the voice replied."
These are but few of many incidents which Dr. X— has related
to me in great seriousness. He is a well educated and highly re-
spected gentleman, of the highest standing in his community. There
are reasons why he does not desire his name used, and this is why
I omit the name ; but it can be had in private. In one letter he in-
formed me that during the daylight sittings, Mrs. Blake first seats
herself beside the sitter, each allowing the trumpet to rest with its
ends in their adjacent palms. Soon the trumpet begins to grow
heavy, and then finally, one end of it seems to attempt to move
upward to the ear of the sitter. This means that conditions are
right and that a voice desires to speak.
He further stated that close friends of Mrs. Blake who were in a
position to know, informed him that of late Mrs. Blake was rapidly
losing her powers ; and that they were not nearly what they had
previously been. He suggested, in case I contemplated an investiga-
tion that I make it as quickly as possible, for he said that her health
was such that any sudden attack was liable to terminate her earthly
career. He also suggested that I write nothing further to Mrs.
Blake, and in no way let her know that I contemplated making
such an extended journey to see her ; as he had found results much
better when she did not think she was being especially investigated.
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He thought I should siuiply act as if I had hccn passing and had
merely stopped off on my journey.
After receiving these reports, I determined to investigate this
case if possible. I wrote to l^rof. James H. Hyslop, Secretary of
the American Society for Psychical Research, and detailed the case
to him, asking if he would assist me. Meanwhile I wrote Mr.
Parsons, and secured his permission to lay the matter before Pro-
fessor Hyslop. I did not tell the latter the name or location of the
lady but explained that it was within one hundred miles of Cincin-
nati. Also, I wrote to Dr. X— that I would like to be informed if
Mrs. Blake were at home and well, as I wished to come. He replied,
informing me that she was at that time visiting in the mountains
;
but that immediately upon her return, he would notify me. This
he did ; but she was suddenly taken sick on her return, and this
prevented my making the journey. Dr. X
—
, however, stated that
he would instantly inform me on the recovery of Mrs. Blake's
strength, as soon as such should enable her to give sittings. He
again urged me not to delay, if I desired results of value, stating that
undoubtedly her powers would soon be gone.
Meanwhile, Professor Hyslop met a lady from that section of
the country, who told him of "a wonderful medium, a Mrs. Blake
near Huntington, West Virginia." Professor Hyslop then wrote me
that he thought he had discovered the identity of the lady, and asked
me if this were she. I wrote in reply that it was. I mailed the
letter from Omaha to Professor Hyslop, who was then in New
York at Hurricane Lodge on the Hudson. In just two days after
mailing the letter, I received a telegram from Professor Hyslop,
saying, "I start for Huntington to-night."
Now, I did not desire any one to arrive on the scene ahead of
myself; for I wanted to thoroughly satisfy my own curiosity. I
therefore immediately telegraphed Dr. X— at Huntington as fol-
lows, "Professor Hyslop wires his starting. Shall I come?"' In an
hour I received this reply, "Just as well now as any time." During
the wait I called up by telephone, my cousin Geo. W. Clawson of
Kansas City, Mo., to whom I had previously described the case, and
induced him to accompany me. So far I had not revealed to him
where we were going, except that it was beyond Cincinnati. Mr.
Clawson had a short time before lost a daughter whose Christian
name was Georgia Chastine, and was very greatly grieved over her
demise. It was the hope of obtaining some proof of a future life
through communication with her that caused him to yield and to go
with me.
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The next morning I took the train for Kansas City, where I
was joined by Mr. Clawson ; and we started on our one-thousand-
mile journey. I asked Mr. Clawson to choose a name to travel
under, and to keep his real name secret, as I wanted no possibility
of deception in my investigation. The name he chose was "C. E.
Wilson," that of a friend of his. He made the journey under this
name and registered under it at the Florentine Hotel.
I had resided for a few years in Omaha, but was not generally
known there. My parents reside at the village of Falls City, Neb.,
and are well known there. I knew that, should my friend Dr. X
—
desire to do so, it would be possible for him to employ some one in
advance to obtain information in regard to my relatives and family.
/ regarded him zvith far too much respect to think such a thing
lijould happen; but in order to remove all possibility of fraud, I
desired to take with me an unknown person under an assumed
name. This was why I decided on Mr. Clawson. I did not reveal
my intention to any one.
I had previously written to Dr. X— that I was liable to bring
an unknown person with me, but I gave him no idea of who this
person would be. I did not think that any one would be able to reach
out through space one thousand miles and read my mind, discover
whom I intended taking, and then look up his history in advance.
I considered Mr. Clawson a desirable person to go with me, as both
of his parents were dead ; and also on account of his great desire to
communicate with his dead daughter, if such a thing were possible.
He also had a brother by the name of "Edward," who had died
when quite young, and a son who had died within a few days of birth.
However, these last two instances I did not know until after our
sittings. The reader should remember these facts and names, on
account of what is to follow. I did not expect results of much con-
sequence myself, owing to the fact that I have no immediate dead,
with the exception of two baby brothers, my grandparents and some
uncles and aunts. I therefore could not expect to receive results
of much importance, whatever the power of the lady might be. We
journeyed continuously for two nights and a day, arriving at
Huntington in the early morning hours of Monday, July 23, 1906.
III.
About eight o'clock that morning I telephoned to Dr. X— that
I had arrived with a friend. The Doctor resided in a beautiful park
a short distance in the country. He soon arrived at our hotel with
his carriage; and I introduced my friend, Mr. C. E. Wilson' (Mr.
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Clawson, untlcr his assumed name), to him. The Uoctor then drove
us to his residence for a short time, lie showed us a copy of a
letter to Mrs. Blake which he had dictated a few days hefore, and
which stated that he expected two friends from New York to visit
him ; and that he wished to take them to see her, and he hoped she
would receive them and do the best she could, even if not entirely
recovered from her recent illness. He did not give any names in
his letter; and he assured me that, since the time of answering my
letter to Mrs. Blake at the beginning of our correspondence, he
had never mentioned my name to her.
To the Doctor himself, I was a total stranger, with the excep-
tion of what he had learned of me in my letters to him, and also
what information he had gleaned from my article, "Some Medium-
istic Phenomena," before referred to. The Doctor had in his pos-
session one of Mrs. Blake's double trumpets. We examined this
thoroughly ; and taking it we drove to the Ohio River, and crossed
in a row-boat to Braderick, Ohio. This village consists of about
one dozen cottages situated along the river bank. It was about ten
o'clock in the forenoon, and Professor liyslop had not yet arrived,
the night boat on which he journeyed down the Hudson having
been delayed. We went up the bank and turned to the left to Mrs.
Blake's cottage. The ferry landing is close to her house, and most
of its patronage seems to come from her visitors.
Mr. Blake was sitting on the porch and he received us. He in-
formed us that he had just turned away a number of persons who
desired sittings with Mrs. Blake, and that she could not receive us
professionally. However, we were not to be dismissed in this man-
ner, and we refused to leave without at least seeing her. Mr.
Blake then told us we might enter, while he remained outside to
turn away visitors. We entered the little parlor; and Dr. X
—
stepped through the open doorway and spoke to Mrs. Blake, telling
her he had his two friends with him whom he wished to bring in.
She readily consented and we entered.
She was sitting in a large rocker by the window in her little
room. Her crutches were by her side, and she seemed a very
pleasing, though elderly and frail lady. We were introduced
merely as "friends," and we conversed with her for a few moments.
She said she was born and had resided all of her life within two
and one-half miles of her present home. She explained that she
had possessed her power since a child. She said that as a little
girl she had heard voices in her ears, and that some gentleman had
experimented with her. He found that a closed receptacle confined
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the sounds and made the words clearer. After this, the present
trumpet had been devised, but she could use any closed receptacle.
She said that since her sickness, she had lost her power, so that she
could "get nothing satisfactory any more." She said that her
power was declining so rapidly that she felt she would have to give
up the business entirely. She expressed her willingness to try, but
stated that she could not satisfy any one now like she used to do
when her health was better. Meanwhile, her husband kept coming
in and going out, as if he were watching her closely to prevent her
giving a sitting. She, herself, seemed very accommodating ; and
I felt assured that, but for him, we could conduct some interesting
experiments. Finally Dr. X— went out and talked to him, and
succeeded in securing his consent for a short trial.
Mr. Clawson now seated himself beside the lady, and she in-
structed him to take one end of the trumpet in his palm, while she
did the same with the other end.
In a moment Mr. Clawson remarked, "How heavy that is
getting!" and as he did so, I thought I heard a faint whisper in
the end of the trumpet that Mr. Clawson was holding. It was,
however, so faint that I could not be certain of it. It was more
like a single syllable, the drawing of a breath, or like a hissing
sound, but it was very indistinct. In a moment the trumpet began
to rise toward Mr. Clawson's ear, and the lady said, "Some one
wants to speak to you, sir
;
place the trumpet to your ear." He did
so, and she placed the other end to her ear.
Whispered voices in the trumpet now began to address Mr.
Clawson, but from the outside I could not understand what was
said. Mr. Clawson seemed unable to do much better, and it ap-
peared that the sitting would prove a failure on this account. Mrs.
Blake now spoke and said, "Please try and speak plainly, dear
friend, so that the gentleman can understand you." The voice now
seemed to become more distinct, and Mr. Clawson asked the ques-
tion, "Who are you ?" He did not appear to understand the reply
;
for he repeated his question a few times, as one does at a poorly-
working telephone. Finally I heard him say, "You say you are my
brother Eddie?" Mr. Clawson seemed confused at being unable to
understand the many w'hispered words in the spoken sentences ; and
turning to me, he said, "You take the trumpet and see if you can
understand any better."
I may here remark that up to this time I did not know that
Mr. Clawson had a dead brother "Edward," and that I supposed
this to be an error until afterwards. During the time that the voices
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were speaking-, Mrs. Blake's lips were tightly closed, and there was
no motion of them. She appeared to be listening intently to the
voices, and trying to follow the conversation.
I now took the trumpet. A voice spoke a lengthy sentence or
more, which was so inarticulate that I could not understand it.
Finally I heard the words, "Can't you hear me?"
"Yes. Who are you?" I replied.
"I am your brother and I want to talk to mother. Tell her. . . .,"
responded the voice, the last words becoming indistinct.
"What shall I tell her?" I asked. The voice then took the tone
of a child's voice, low, and almost vocal, and said, "Tell her that
I love her."
The only dead brother that I have, who was old enough to
talk before his death, was named "Thomas." He was two years
older than I, and three years old at death. I now said, "Give me
your name." The voice then repeated an inarticulate name many
times, but I could not understand it. It appeared to sound like
"Artie" or "Arthur." In fact it sounded first like one, and then
like the other would sound, were I to try to whisper them in an
inarticulate manner. I did not repeat these names, and the voice
gave up the attempt. I now handed the trumpet to Mr. Clawson,
and the voice kept repeating, "I want to talk to my brother," so he
gave the trumpet back to me.
"Whom do you want to talk to?" I asked.
"I want to talk to my brother Davie—brother Davie Abbott,"
responded the voice. I could hear the name "Abbott" repeated sev-
eral times after this, and then the voice finally ceased.
Mr. Clawson now took the trumpet. I may remark that al-
though Mr. Clawson's parents, and also a little son who was never
named, were dead, his whole heart was set on obtaining a com-
munication from his daughter Georgia, who had recently died ; and
unless he could do this, the whole sitting was a failure as far as he
was concerned. This daughter had been very affectionate, and had
always called her mother by the pet names of "Muz" and "Muzzie."
She also generally called her father "Daddie," in a playful way.
She had recently graduated from a school of dramatic art, and
while there had become affianced to a young gentleman whose
Christian name is "Archimedes." He is usually called "Ark" for
short. Mr. Clawson had these facts in mind, intending to use them
as a matter of identification.
- A voice now addressed Mr. Clawson, saying, "I am your
brother."
son.
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"Who else is there? Any of my relatives?" asked Mr. Claw-
"Your mother is here," responded the voice.
"Who else is there?"
"Your baby."
"Let the baby speak and give its name," requested Mr. Claw-
son.
This was followed by many indistinct words that could not be
understood. Finally a name was pronounced that Mr. Clawson
understood to be "Edna." He had no child of that name ; but in
what followed, although his lips addressed the name "Edna," his
whole mind addressed his daughter, "Georgia."
"Edna, if you are my daughter, tell me what was your pet name
for me?" he asked.
"I called you Daddie," the voice replied.
"What was your pet name for your mother?"
"I called her Muz, and sometimes Muzzie," responded the voice.
"What is my name?" asked Mr. Clawson, but the reply was
so indistinct that it could not be understood.
I now took the trumpet, but received nothing satisfactory
—
merely inarticulate words. Soon I was quite sure that I heard a
voice announcing, "This is Grandma Daily." My grandmother on
my mother's side was Mrs. Daily ; but as she had always called me
"Davie" as a child, and as the names "Daily" and "Davie," when
whispered, sound very similar, I decided that possibly the voice had
whispered, "This is Grandma, Davie." I did not wish to misinter-
pret sounds and thus aid the lady, and I desired to be very certain
of all of my tests; so I did not repeat the name "Daily," as most
persons would have done. I waited, expecting the voice to pro-
nounce the name unmistakably.
A number of inarticulate sentences which I could not under-
stand were now spoken. However, among the words I heard first
the name "Harvey," and then "Dave." After this I heard the name
"Dave Harvey." Next, I heard the initials
"J. A.," and I also heard
a name that seemed to be "Asa." I have an uncle who is dead, and
whose name was "Richard Harvey." The name of his son who is
now living is "David Harvey." An uncle of mine who is dead
was called by the name of "Asa," but his name had been given in
my article referred to before. I have a living brother whose initials
are
"J. A."
Mr. Clawson now took the trumpet and attempted to talk to
some inarticulate voices. Finally a voice said, "I am Grandma."
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"Grandma who?" asked Mr. Clawson. I could not understand
the reply; hut I heard Mr. Clawson repeat, "Grandma Daily?" with
a rising inflection. He then turned to me and said, "That is pretty
good. The voice says that Grandma Daily is here."
.\t this point Mrs. lilake terminated the sitting, claiming that
her strength was leaving her. It had lasted probably twenty min-
utes. At one time Mrs. l")lake had turned her back to me so as to
use her other ear. At this time her face was next to the wall, and
I could not see her lips ; but I thought I detected a twitching of the
muscles of the throat. The sounds were really in the trumpet, and
there was no doubt that they did not issue from the nose or mouth
of Mrs. Blake.
A few times during the sitting she took the trumpet from her
ear, allowing it to rest in her palm. This would be for an instant
at a time. During such time there was no cessation of the voices
in the trumpet ; but the fingers of her hand that were over the end
of it seemed to be separated. At such times the voices seemed to
originate at her hand, and were not so distinct as usual. When the
trumpet was at her ear they seemed to originate there.
After the sitting, we told Mrs. Blake that we had a friend who
would arrive on the next train. We stated that we very earnestly
desired him to meet her, and finally she agreed that we should
bring him and return in the evening. Then we presented her with a
neat sum (as we desired her best services), and took our departure.
We crossed the river, returned to the home of our friend Dr.
X
—
, and then sent a driver to the train to see if Prof. Hyslop
would arrive. Mr. Clawson went with the Doctor's driver to the
train. In a short time they returned, bringing Professor Hyslop
with them. Immediately after noon we dictated to the Doctor's
stenographer a concise account of our morning sitting. It is from
these records made at the time that this account is taken. Each
of us dictated separately all that he could remember. We then
compared our reports and corrected them.
A little later in the afternoon, we drove to the river again and
crossed to Mrs. Blake's cottage. We were received, and had quite
an interesting conversation with her. During this time Professor
Hyslop questioned her minutely about the history of her case. We
desired a sitting, but she declined to give us both a daylight and
a dark seance ; so we waited a few moments, as it was rapidly
growing dark ; and we then had a dark sitting, intending to have
a daylight sitting the following day if possible. Mrs. Blake agreed
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to this, and said if her strength did not fail her, she would give
us a sitting the following morning.
It now became quite dark, and we arranged ourselves around a
small table. We were conversing at the time ; and having my mind
intently on her work, I thoughtlessly said to Mr. Clawson, "Mr.
Cla
—
, take this seat." The others were talking at the time, I was
not speaking loudly, and I discovered my error in time to omit the
last syllable. I was quite sure that it was not noticed at the time,
but this fact must be remembered.
Mrs. Blake sat on my left, and Professor Hyslop sat on her left.
At the opposite end of the table sat Dr. X— and his brother-in-law
who had just happened to come in. Mr. Clawson sat at one side of
the room, holding the hand of Mr. Blake. Professor Hyslop and
myself declined to hold the hands of Mrs. Blake, as we cared noth-
ing whatever for physical manifestations, but desired only mental
phenomena which would be of the same value whether given in
darkness or in light.
We sat a very long time, and it seemed that nothing was to
occur. Finally a blue light floated over the table between us, and
another appeared near the floor close to where Mr. Clawson and
Mr. Blake were sitting. The trumpet on the table was also lifted
up over my head and dropped to the floor by my side.
Finally, the deep-toned voice of a man spoke. It appeared to
be about a foot above and behind Mrs. Blake's head. The voice
was melodious, soft, low in pitch, and very distinct. This is the
voice that is claimed to be that of her dead son, Abe. There was
a note of sadness in it, and it spoke these words: "My friends, I
am sorry to say that owing to my mother's weak condition, it will
be impossible for us to give any manifestations that will be worth
anything this evening. We deeply regret this, but it is beyond our
power to give you anything of value, as she is very weak."
It is hardly necessary to say that we refused to take this state-
ment as a dismissal, but continued to remain. In a short time we
heard a man's voice of a dififerent tone entirely, which Dr. X
—
recognized as the voice of his grandfather. These voices were open,
—that is, they were in no trumpet and were vocal. The tone of this
last voice was that of a very old man, and the conversation was
commonplace. Soon a much more robust and powerful man's voice
spoke, and said: "James, we will' give way to the others." This
voice Dr. X— recognized as the usual voice which claimed to be
that of his father.
A lady's voice now addressed Professor Hyslop, and some
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little conversation was carried on. but with no satisfactory results.
I now reached down to the floor, and takinj^ the trumpet, placed
one end to my ear and j^^ave the other end to Mrs. Blake. The
voices issiiint; from it could be heard by the other persons ])resent.
'Jlie first voice appeared to be that of a pjirl, so I handed the
trumpet to Mr. CMawson. The voice said, "Don't you know me,
Daddie?"
"Who arc you, I^lna?" asked Mr. Clawson.
"Why. you know me Daddie." answered the voice.
"Arc you Edna Jackson?" a.sked Mr. Clawson. This was the
name of a dead friend of his daughter.
"You know I am not Edna Jack.son, " responded the voice.
"If you arc my daughter, tell me where mamma is."
"At home."
"Yes. but where?" insisted Mr. Clawson. The rejily to this
was inarticulate, but resembled "Kansas City," which was the cor-
rect place.
"Is she in St. Louis?" he asked.
"You know she is not," the voice replied.
"Is she in St. Joe?"
"No, no. She is in ," replied the voice. The first
words were given with great energy and were almost vocal, but the
last words were inarticulate. The latter, however, resembled "Kan-
sas City." I then asked the voice to repeat the name, but it grew
so weak that I could not distinguish the words. So far, everything
was entirely unsatisfactory, and we were greately discouraged.
I now took the trumpet. That the reader may fully understand
what is to follow, I shall state a few facts. My Grandmother
Daily, in the latter part of her life, resided in the country in Andrew
County, Missouri. There my mother grew up. My grandmother
died thirteen years ago. My mother's maiden name was "Sarah
Frances Daily." She was always known to all as "Fannie Daily,"
and where she now resides is known to every one as "Fannie Ab-
bott." Even Mr. Clawson did not then know her correct Christian
name. My eldest sister, Ada, who is now Mrs. Humphrey, was
residing in the village of Verdon, Nebraska. She and I as children,
used to visit our grandmother, Mrs. Daily, and we were great
favorites with her. She always called my sister "Adie," and myself
"Davie." This was many years ago.
A voice in the trumpet now addressed me. claiming to be that
of my grandmother. Mrs. Daily.
"Well, Grandma, what do vou wish to sav?" I asked.
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"Davie, I love you, and I am all right. It is all right Davie,
it is all right ; and I want }Ou to tell your mother that you talked
to me, and tell your father, too," said the voice.
"You want me to tell my mother and my father that you
talked to me?" I repeated, hardly knowing what to say.
"Yes, Davie, and tell Adic, too," replied the voice very plainly.
"Tell whom?" I asked, being greatly surprised, as this came upon
me like a gleam of light out of a chasm of darkness.
"Tell Adie, too," the voice again repeated. It certainly seemed
incredible that this voice could manifest such intimate knowledge
of my family's names, one thousand miles away. I thereupon de-
cided to further test this knowledge.
"Grandma, what relation is Ada to me?" I quickly asked.
"Why, sister Adie, Davie. Tell sister Adie. You know what
I mean—tell sister Adie." This had come so suddenly that I was
for a moment dumbfounded ; but I quickly decided to ask a test
question that I did not think the voice could answer.
"Grandma, now if this is really you talking to me, you know
my mother's first name. Tell it to me," I said.
"Sarah," answered the voice, quick as a flash. It was so
quickly answered that the name "Sarah" had not entered my own
consciousness at the instant. I had asked the test question so very
quickly, that I had given all of my thought to the question, and none
to tJie correct anszcer; and I had dimly in my consciousness only
the name "Fannie." Thus the name "Sarah" really momentarily
surprised me, and I had to think a mere instant before I realized
that it was correct. I did not repeat the name for fear of a mis-
interpretation of sounds.
"What do you say it is?" I again asked.
"Sarah," again the voice plainly responded. There could be
no mistake, but I did not repeat the name as most would have done.
"Mrs. Blake, what do you understand that name to be?" I
asked, turning to her.
"Why, it sounds like Sary," she replied. I then conceived the
idea of having the voice give the first names of Mrs. Daily's other
children, but it here disappeared. I ask the reader to substitute
himself for the writer, and for the names "Ada," and "Sarah," to
substitute names in his own family ; and then to go over the fore-
going dialogue, using these substituted names ; to imagine himself
in a strange country among strangers, and then to note the peculiar
efitect upon himself. He will then understand the peculiar subjec-
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tive effect that this had upon the writer. .\ gentleman's voice now
.spoke inarticulately.
"Let my uncle come." I said.
"Let our mutual uncle come," sjjokc Mr. Clawson. This ques-
tion, conveying within itself our relationship, being spoken. I now
said, ''Yes, let our mutual uncle come."
"Well, I am here," spoke a man's voice near the table top in
a few moments.
"If you are our uncle, give us your name." I recpiested.
"Dave, I am Uncle Dave," now spoke the voice. We had an
uncle whose Christian name was "David Patter.son," and who was
dead.
"If you are Uncle Dave, tell me your second name," I re-
quested. The voice pronounced a name that resembled "Parker."
It began with the letter "P," but we could not understand what
followed.
"Dave, you were named after me," continued the voice.
"What is your last name?" I asked. This was ".Kbljott" : but
the voice replied with an inarticulate sentence, in which we distin-
guished the name "Harvey." My uncle Richard Marvey and the
uncle whose voice this purported to be. were (juitc intimate many
years ago.
One remarkable feature of the voice which claimed to be that
of my uncle David, was that it resembled his voice when alive, to
an extent sufficient to call to my uiind a inciital picture of his ap-
pearance ; and for an instant to give me that inner feeling of his
l)resence that hearing a well-known voice always produces in one.
/ said nothiii!^ of this at the time. I may say that during all of our
sittings, uo other voice bore any rcsoublance to the I'oice of the
person to whom it claimed to beloui^, so far as I was able to detect.
As this inicle had died only a few years before, I have a vivid re-
membrance of his voice.
At this point Abe's voice spoke and said. "Gentlemen, you will
have to excuse my mother for this evening. Her strength is ex-
hausted."
We now asked permission to return the following morning.
Mr. Blake agreed to go to a telephone on the following morning,
and to "call up" Dr. X— and to inform him if Mrs. lUake were
well enough to receive us. We now took our departure. When
crossing the river in the darkness I asked Professor Hyslop if he had
heard my "slip of the tf)ngue." Dr. X— si)oke u|) and said that he
had, but that he thought that Mrs. Blake did not hear it. Mr.
THE HISTORY OF A STRANCR CASE. 277
Clawson now incautiously spoke and said, "Well, it doesn't matter.
I do not care who knows who I am. I am George Clawson of
Kansas City, and there is no use to conceal it." He was so dis-
appointed at getting nothing definite from his daughter "Georgia,"
that he forgot his discretion. While still on the river Mr. Clawson
spoke to me and said, "Did you notice how that voice sounded like
Uncle Dave's when it first spoke?" I replied that I did, hut that
I had thought it to be partly my own imagination. The other
parties in the boat will remember this conversation.
The following morning Mr. Blake telephoned our friend, and
announced his willingness to receive us. As soon as we had dic-
tated our reports of the previous evening, Professor Hyslop, Mr.
Clawson, and myself started for Mrs. Blake's house. Dr. X— did
not accompany us, but remained at home to attend to other duties.
We arrived at the cottage in due time, and found Mrs. Blake in
excellent spirits and much improved physically. A little grand-
daughter of Mrs. Blake's was playing in the street and entered with
us. This pretty little child was but four years of age and seemed
a great favorite with her grandmother.
Mrs. Blake informed us that this child was developing a power
just like her own. We asked for a demonstration. Professor
Hyslop took the little child on his lap, and I gave her one end of the
trumpet. Immediately whisperings in the trumpet could be heard,
but I could understand nothing except the question, "Can you hear
me?"
Mrs. Blake now took the trumpet. She and I allowed its two
ends to rest in our palms for a few moments. Soon it rolled on
our palms one-half of a revolution. I now heard a syllable of a vocal
voice which appeared to originate near the end of the trumpet in
Mrs. Blake's hand. I placed the trumpet to my ear, but could
understand nothing. In a short time the inarticulate voice seemed to
have changed to the whisperings of a lady. Finally, Mrs. Blake said,
"I believe they want to talk to you, sir." This remark was ad-
dressed to Mr. Clawson. whose identity, so far as we knew, was
entirely unknown to Mrs. Blake. She makes it a rule to ask no
questions, and apparently scorns being given any information, even
to the name of her sitter. Up to this time Mr. Clawson had been
standing very close to Mrs. Blake and intently watching her. I
noticed this and feared it would embarrass her. I now surrendered
the trumpet to Mr. Clawson. I seated myself so that I could hold
my right ear against the middle of the trumpet, and I faced Mr.
Clawson, thus carelessly turning my back upon Mrs. Blake.
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Instantly tlic voice appeared exceedini^^ly loud and strong, and
I could understand the wDrds from the outside with perfect clear-
ness. I will mention the fact that from this time forward, in about
one-half of Mr. Clawson's tests. I could understand the words from
the outside of the trumpet and thus assure myself that he did not
misinter])ret the sounds. In his (jther tests I had to trust entirely
to his sense of hearing and his own discretion.
"Who is this?" asked Mr. Clawson.
"Grandma Dail\ ," responded the voice.
"How do you do, Tirandma? I used to know you, didn't I?"
asked Mr. Clawson.
"How do you do,George? I want to talk to Davie," responded
the voice. "I can hear you from here. Grandma," I said from my
position beside the trumpet.
"He gives her strength ; that is why she speaks so much
stronger now," said Mrs. Blake, indicating Mr. Clawson.
"Keep your position. I can hear her from here," I said to
Mr. Clawson.
"Grandma, tell me the names of some of those big boys of
yours," requested Mr. Clawson. Here some inarticulate words
could be heard, but could not be understood.
I must state that I have a living aunt by the name of Mrs.
Benight, who is a daughter of my Grandmother Daily. She re-
sides in the country in Buchanan County, Missouri, and is not known
far from home. Practically all of her life has been spent within
a radius of a few miles from there. Her first name is "Melissa,"
but she has always been known by the name of "Lissie." At the
time of this sitting Mr. Clawson did not know of this aunt, but he
did know of her dead sister, Mrs. Cora Holt. This he had learned
from my Open Court article referred to before. It was this last
name that Mr. Clawson had in mind during what followed.
"Grandma, tell me the first name of one of your daughters,"
requested Mr. Clawson.
"
." The reply I could not understand from the out-
side.
"Lizzie?—Lizzie?—You say Lizzie?" asked Mr. Clawson. I
could hear the reply between each of these questions, but could not
understand it. After the sitting when crossing the river, I asked
Mr. Clawson about this incident. He said that the name seemed
undoubtedly to be "Lizzie," but that the letter "z" seemed to have
more of the sound of "s." Up to this moment, strange to say, the
name "Lissie" had not occurred to me ; but when he spoke of the
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sonntl of the letters, I immediately thought of this aunt and informed
him of her. I then learned that he did not know of her.
"What is the name of Dave's mother?" now asked Mr. Claw-
son.
"Sarah," answered the voice.
"Yes, but she has another name. What is her other name?"
asked Mr. Clawson.
"Daily."
"That is not what I mean. Give me her other name," continued
Mr. Clawson.
"Abbott," answered the voice.
"That is not what I mean. She has another name. What
do I call her when I speak to her? I call her by some other name.
What do I call her?" insisted Mr. Clawson.
"Aunt Fannie. Don't you think I know my own daughter's
name, George?" plainly spoke the voice, so that I could understand
the words outside.
"I know you do, Grandma, but I wanted to ask you for the
sake of proving your identity," continued Mr. Clawson.
"I want Davie to tell his mother and his father that he talked
to me, that I am all right, and I don't want him to forget it. Davie,
I want you to be good and pray, and meet me over here," continued
the voice, speaking plainly so that I could hear outside.
When I used to visit my dear old grandmother many years ago,
upon parting with me she would invariably shed tears, and say,
"Davie, be good and pray, and meet me in heaven.'' These were
the last words she ever spoke to me.
As I write these lines there comes before my eyes a vision.
I am looking back through the vista of the years. I see an old-
fashioned homestead in the hills of Alissouri. There is a grassy
yard and the great trees cast their shadows on the sward. The
sunlight is glinting down through the leaves, and an aged lady stands
at the door. Her form is stooped ; and her withered hand, which
trembles violently, is supported by a cane. The tears are streaming
down her cheeks, for she knows it is the last time she will look upon
the youth who stands before her. Before the lady lies but the dark-
ness of the approaching night. Before the youth stretches the
waving green fields of the future, lighted by the sunlight of hope.
Each knows it to be the last parting on earth, for the lady is very
feeble. Her trembling hand clings to mine, while with tears stream-
ing down her aged cheeks she says these words : "Davie, be good and
pray, and meet me in heaven." I turn from her, a choking sensa-
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tion in my throat, and I hurry to the old-fashioned gate. I can not
trust myself to speak ; but I look back at her, and she is watching
me as far as her dim eyes can see. Then she slowly totters back
to her lonely room.
The vision has vanished. It lingers but in the mists of memory.
'Jhc dear old grandmother sleeps these many years in the grave-yard ;
the youth has grown to manhood, the snows of approaching winter
already glisten in his hair, and the fleeting years are hurrying all
too (juickly.
W^ith the exception of the words "over here" in ])lace of the
word "heaven," these last words spoken by the voice were the
identical words which my grandmother spoke to me the last time I
ever heard her voice. Uut 1 must not write this article to express
sentiment, neither must 1 permit it to inter])ret facts. I must merely
report what occurred with sacred accuracy.
Just after the last words spoken by my grandmother's supposed
voice, the loud voice of a man broke into the conversation. It was
vocal in tone, low in pitch, and had a weird effect.
"How do you do?" said the voice.
"How do you do. sir? Who are you?" asked Mr. Clawson.
"Grandpa." replied the voice.
"Grandpa who?" asked ]\Ir. Clawson.
"Grandpa Abbott." said the voice and it repeated, hurriedly,
a name that sounded like "David Abbott"; and then the voice ex-
pired with a sound as of some one choking or strangling, as it went
off dimly and vanished. "David" was my grandfather Abbott's
Christian name.
The lady now laid the trumpet down in her lap and said, "Let
it rest in our hands until we regain strength." In a few moments
she turned her chair so as to face the opposite direction, and said,
"I will use my other ear ; my arm is tired."
Now, while they were resting. I determined to offer a sugges-
tion to the lady indirectly, and to note what the effect would be.
Turning to Mr. Clawson, but not calling him by name. I remarked,
"It is strange that those we want so much do not come; that your
daughter, to whom you would rather talk than to any one, does
not speak to you. You have evidently talked to her, and she seems
to identify herself ; but is it not strange that she does not give her
name correctly?" I said this in order to convey to the lady the fact
that the name which ajjpeared to be "lulna" was not the correct
name of the gentleman's daughter.
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When next he raised the trumpet to his ear a whispered voice
said, "Dad(He, I am here."
"Who are yon?" asked Mr. Clawson.
"Georgia," rephed the voice.
"Georgia? Georgia, is this really you?" asked Mr. Clawson,
with intense emotion and earnestness.
"Yes, Daddie. Didn't you think I knew my own name?" asked
the voice.
"I thought you did, Georgia, but could not understand why
you would not tell it to me. Where do we live, Georgia?"
"In Kansas City," responded the voice, and then continued,
"Daddie, I am so glad to talk to you, and so glad you came here to
see me. I wish you could see my beautiful home. We have liowers
and music every day."
"Georgia, what is the name of your sweetheart to whom you
were engaged?" now asked Mr. Clawson.
"
." The reply could not be understood.
"Georgia, spell the name," requested Mr. Clawson.
"A—r—c. Ark," responded the voice, spelling out the letters
and then pronouncing the name.
"Give me his full name, Georgia," requested Mr. Clawson.
"Archimedes," now responded the voice.
"Will you spell the name for me?" asked Mr. Clawson who
wished to prevent a misinterpretation of sounds.
"A—r—c—h—i—m—e—d—e—s," spelled the voice.
"Where is Ark, Georgia ?" now asked Mr. Clawson. The reply
could not be understood, but an inarticulate sentence was spoken
ending with a word wdiich sounded like "Denver."
"Do you say he is in Denver, Georgia?" asked Mr. Clawson.
"No, no," responded the voice loudly and almost vocally, and
then continued, "He is in New York." This, Mr. Clawson after-
wards informed me, was correct ; but he thought the gentleman was
at the time out of New York City, though somewhere in that state.
"Daddie, I want to tell you something. Ark is going to marry
another girl," now continued the voice.
"Georgia, you say Ark is going to marry another girl?" asked
Mr. Clawson.
"Yes, Daddie, but it's all right. It's all right now. He does
not love her as he did me, but it is all right. I do not care now.
I would like to talk to Muzzie," continued the voice.
Here a voice, vocal in tone and of the depth of a man's, broke
into the conversation. Mr. Clawson, who could not restrain his
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tears, owing^ to the intense dramatic effect of the recent conversa-
tion, stepped for an instant into the adjoining^ room to obtain con-
trol of his emotions and to recover his self-possession.
I placed the trumpet to my ear and the man's voice said, "I
want to talk to Davie. Davie, do you know me?"
"No. Who are you?" I replied.
"Grandpa Dail\', Davie. Till \our mother that T talked to
VdU, Davie."
"Vou want me to tell my mother you talked to me?" I asked.
"Yes, and tell your father, too," resiJondiMJ iIk- voice. Mr.
Clawson hail by this time returned to the room; and. impetuously
seizinij the trumpet from my hand and placinj^ it to his ear, ex-
claimed, "Hello, Grandpa! I used to know you, didn't I?"
"Of course you did," responded the voice.
"Who am I, Grandpa?"
"Oh, 1 know y(ni well. You are George Clawson. I know you
well." This response of the voice was just as loud and plain as if
a gentleman were in the room conversing with us.
"Grandpa, tell us the name of that river we used to cross when
we went over to your house?" now asked I\Ir. Clawson.
The voice answered inarticulately ; and although the question
was repeated several times, no response could be obtained that could
be understood. The river is known as "The Hundred-and-Two."
If a correct answer had been given, we should have considered it
quite evidential. The voice gradually grew weaker ; and then a
lady's voice spoke and apparently addressed Professor Hyslop. The
latter gentleman took the trumpet ; but the words were weak, being
mere whispers, and nothing definite could be understood.
Mrs. Blake then said, "We can't understand you. Now please
give way to those who can speak more loudly." I now took the
trumpet and a gentleman's voice addressed me in vocal tones. I
asked who was speaking, and the voice responded, "Grandpa Abbott."
I now asked the voice to give me my father's name. This it was
unable to do. However, it pronounced an inarticulate name that
resembled "Alexander." The first two letters were certainly "A"
and "L," but we could not be certain of that which followed. Mr.
Clawson tried to get a response, but could do no better, and the
voice grew weak. My father's full Christian name is "George
Alexander." Mr. Clawson knew his middle initial ; but mitil after
all of our sittings, did not know for what it stood.
Here another loud, vocal, gentleman's voice spoke and said,
"Gentlemen, you will have to excuse my mother. Her strength is
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exhausted." This voice was identical with the one of the evening
before, which claimed to he that of her son Abe.
During- the sitting, at one time, when the trumpet lay in the
lap and while Mrs. Blake was conversing in her natural tones, the
short guttural syllable of a gentleman's voice spoke, at what seemed
afterwards to be the same instant that she was speaking. I noticed
that her own voice ceased instantly as if she had been interrupted.
I was not expecting this, and could not be certain whether the two
voices spoke simultaneously, or whether the illusion was produced
by the rapid alternation of the voices coming unexpectedly. This
occurred again in the afternoon of this second day.
Mr. Clawson now walked out upon the porch with Professor
Hyslop, where he shed tears. He remarked, "I feel just as I did the
day we buried her ; and I have surely talked to my dead daughter
this day."
I remained inside to try and induce Mrs. Blake to cross the
river that afternoon, and visit our friend's office. She seemed well
enough ; and I told her candidly that I desired to have a photo-
graph taken with her in the group, and that I expected to write an
account of my experiments for some publication. This seemed to
please her and she readily agreed to go, providing we would send
the carriage, and also if w^e could secure the consent of her husband.
This we now did. The latter was away at the beginning of this
sitting, but had just returned. He consented, although the ride
must be for several miles, as it was necessary to drive down the
river to a large ferry.
[to be continued.]
